REFLECTIONS I Am a Large White Toad
I am a large white toad.
You may look at me in surprise, and think, "Why of course you are a toad. I can see you are. You are a large white toad lying in a hospital bed." But I have not always been a large white toad. It came only recently to me as a shock what I have become, made so by the progressively worsening symptoms of toxemia.
I was a gazelle, rushing here, then there, accomplishing a day's chores with ease and grace. Now, here I continually lie on my left side, to facilitate the excretion of toxins from my bloated body. To lie on my back is forbidden, to turn onto my right a cause for alarm.
It hurts to be a toad. I see those who come regularly into my room, for whom breathing seems such an easy, spontaneous action. For me, breathing is an effort, and getting out of bed is a planned event. I daily anticipate my greatest distraction-a fiveminute shower.
I do not want to be a toad.
Perhaps, thought I, if I can manage to get my trunk-like legs onto the floor, I can take Lilliputian steps to the nursery to see the newborns. That will make me happier. While considering the execution of this effort, my eyes fall upon the pre-eclampsia kit on the dresser near the bed. I remember the physician's warnings. Perhaps I will give birth to a baby with Down's syndrome. Perhaps my baby will have severe heart or lung problems and be rushed to a tertiary care nursery. More than likely the baby will be born prematurely and face multiple risks. Perhaps, thought I, I will not live long enough to give birth.
Physician comes early in the morning. "How are you today?" asks he. "How many milliliters did you urinate yesterday?" Toad answers proudly, "400 cc's!" Toad's weight has increased from the previous day by the weight of the fluid not urinated.
Visits from Toad's family are always welcome. Husband asks why the bedsheets are wet. Toad replies that an amniocentesis was performed, and, being a Toad, she was leaking from the needle puncture in her abdomen. Sons of Toad propose a logical solution to Toad-ness: puncture the body with needles to release all the excess fluid.
The night came when Toad could not sleep. Pulmonary fluid caused a drowning sensation when she was lying down. Sitting up put more pressure on her legs, already aching from water pressing on tissues. So Toad just half sat, half lay, and cried in her misery.
Nurse came to check on Toad, but a toad can be nothing but a toad. Medication for discomfort could not be given because of high blood pressure.
"Please don't call the doctor," said Toad. "He needs his sleep."
Morning came as usual. Blood was drawn as usual. Weight was taken as usual. Tests were begun as usual.
Physician came into the procedure room. Toad was gasping for breath. Physician demanded loudly of Nurse, "How long has she been like this?" Toad is stabbed in the wrist for the purpose of measuring arterial blood gases. Toad is assured that every effort will be made to reach Husband.
Toad fought against hysteria in the OR, fearful she would drown before she was anesthetized.
The last words Toad heard before losing consciousness were Physician's: "Your family is on the way."
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